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Celebrate  What 


I  imagine  that  you  view  Lindbergh  as  a  charmer, 
but  tell  my  child  stories  of  the  Brown  Bomber, 
White  folks  write  about  paying  dues,  and  get  paid  well, 
no  one  can  maice  me  see  it  like  Langston  Hughes, 
and  only  rarely  have  I  heard  his  words  in  your  schools. 

America,  you  pay  tribute  to  your  founding  fathers 

and  their  reservoirs  of  character  and  strength, 

the  free  will  that  made  you  great,  slavery  never  occured  did  it? 

the  first  200  years  span  before  our  eyes, 

and  still  no  end  to  the  lies. 

I  didn't  participate  in  the  whitewashing  and  hoopla, 
I  heard  no  praises  for  Marcus  Garvey, 
no  bells  tolled  for  tragic  Booker  T., 
firecrackers  and  the  details  of  how  J.  Edgar 
tried  to  ruin  the  king  made  front  page 

the  king  and  I,  we  had  a  dream 

of  Black  children  reading  of  Black  heroes. 

The  king  is  dead  but  the  dream  lives  on. 

Who  do  we  thank  for  our  black  pride? 

W.E.B.  and  the  old  folks  or 

Ali  and  Eldridge  and  new  black  folk 

We  were  here  when  you  made  this  country 

when  you  give  us  equal  time  and  equal  lines  in  your  history  books, 

I  will  prance  and  shout  on  the  fourth  of  July 

but  you  separate  us,  negate  our  presence 

give  us  a  chapter  apart  from  it  all 

How  many  Black  folk  did  you  include  in  your  Bicentennial  Minutes, 

just  enough  to  pacify  a  few  of  us 

I  sometimes  watch  t.v.  but  I  never  buy  what  I  see 

so  I  didn  't  buy  the  free  America  you  tried  to  sell 

Look  around  you,  times  have  changed  we  sit  anywhere  on  the  bus 


-Jeff  Melvin 


surrender 

to  the  seductive  dance  song  of  the  moon 

and  float  away  over 

the  dew  diamond  drop  grass 

don't  need  no  reason 

it's  the  season  for  free  style 

and  the  moon's  got 

such  sweet  silver  seduction 

give  in 

dance  like  laughter 

dance  dance  dance 

so  enticing 


the  moon  knows 

my  pain 

hidden 

where  the  sun  don 't  shine 

deep  inside  of  the  hallways  of  my  heart 

with  windows  open  to  the  night 


moon's  rays  are  dangerous 

if  you  fear 

their  silver  incense  smoke 

on  deep  blue  nights 

with  burning  bright  stars 

piercing  the  silence 

with  cries  of  light 

moon's  rays  danger  lies 

like  a  deep  pale  fan  on  the  heart 

and  such  sweet  danger 

can't  be  good 

to  be  bathed  in  the  moon's 

deep  white  light 

piercing  the  night 

like  the  darkness  of  a  saddened  soul. 


-Brian  Lint 


Give  Me  But  A  Ridley 


Give  me  but  a  ridley 

and  I  will  ride  the  sea 

to  a  shore  that  it  will  know 

and  will  hide  from  me 

Blind  me  to  its  mating 

in  the  ocean  deeps 

show  me  but  the  shoreline 

where  the  teeming  beach-sand  steeps 

with  ridley  upon  ridley 

with  every  move  they  rhyme 

the  beach-sand  to  their  rhythm, 

the  moonlight  to  their  time. 

—Jill  D.  Lovings 


Hard  lays  the  rain 

Streets  standing  in  the  downpour  of  years 

are  brimful  black  with  summers  gone. 
Shadows  fade  like  worn  songs. 
The  lawns  ripple  like  the  backs  of 
dogs  who  run  from  whips. 
China  cast  sailboats  turn  and  drift 

into  the  lips  of  waterfalls. 
Ruined  castles,  guarded  by  dogs, 

raided  by  wind,  plundered  by  rust, 

kept  only  by  sand,  pare  prey  to  hard  rains. 


-Craig  Miller 


Momento  Mori 


I  wear  15th  century  rags- 
black,  white,  red 
oh!  red.  blood  red.  blood. 
I'm  a  vampire/vagabond 
lusting  for  a  smooth  throat 
momento  mori  on  the  desk 
I  plunge  my  fingers 
into  your  eye  sockets 
flesliiess,  dry,  bone 
in  a  rage 
I  smash  you. 
on  the  desk, 
on  the  wall, 
on  the  floor. 
I  stomp  you— to  pieces 
I  shriek  in  laughter 
then  cry  cos'  there's  nobody 
to  clean  up 


-Nancy  Foster 
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A   Warm  Knife 


Morning.  My  mother  shuffles 
ashes  into  the  bathroom. 
My  father  walks  behind,  arms 

raised  like  goal  posts  & 
shouting  at  the  walls.  In  the 
kitchen  I  am  7  years  old 

listening  to  their  shadows 
jammed  against  the  door  way. 
He  is  naked.  A  totem  pole 

for  a  dick,  black  turf 

of  hair  bunched  between  his  legs 

supporting  his  wife. 


For  a  moment  I  stand  up  inside 
myself,  the  door  knob  resting 
in  my  hand  Uke  a  warm  knife. 

Wlien  I  turn  it  my  father's  figure 
becomes  the  color  of  smoke 
slicing  into  my  skin  & 

as  he  raises  me  above  the 
fragments  of  his  face,  I  can  see 
he  is  younger  now 

and  already  dead. 


-James  Bardon 
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The  Bar  on  the  Corner 


long  armed  pianist 

driving  bolted  fingers 

into  a 

tightly  spaced  keyboard 

music 

spewing  indiscriminantly  — 

the  half-filled  glasses  collide 

and  like  an  ignored  twin 

the  jostled  chords 

begin  again 

their  descent 

into  pauses 

-Patti  Morel 


Night  Drifts 


My  body  sinks  deep  in  a  90  proof  pool 
creating  an  almost 

underwater  world  of  Alcoholic  Imagery 

the  room  is  held  on  a  liquor  miniscus 

floating  far  above  my  eyes 

turning  and  moving  with  every  ripple  in  my  n 

Like  a  merry-go-round  sent  to  sea 
the  horses  hover  on  the  waves 
rising  up 
and  down 
turning  in  the  eddies  of  the  drink 

I  rode  the  merry-go-round  when  I  was  small 
I  reached  for  the  ring  and  fell  off 
I  reach  for  the  room  and 

fall 


—John  Fahnestc 
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And  the  Battlefield  Was  But  an  Open  Lot 

And  the  battlefield  was  but  an  open  lot 

We  warred  until  the  circus  came  in  May. 

We  never  heard  it  heave  its  midway  in  the  night, 

But  at  dawn  we  wandered  through  the  quiet  canvass 

Thinking  of  the  spectacle  we  all  would  marvel  at. 

It  was  assumed. 

We  came  in  the  afternoon. 
My  parents  pulled  against  the  side  show  barker's 
"C'mon  in  a  little  closer.  I'm  gonna  tell  you 
About  the  strange  people  on  the  inside." 
The  voice  slinked  into  my  ears. 
My  father  tugged  me  to  the  cotton  candy. 

At  the  big  show,  behind  me  with  a  cigarette 

Drooping  from  his  upper  lip,  a  boy  I'd  never  seen  before, 

Tapped  me  on  the  shoulder  saying  that 

The  lion  was  doped  up  and  that  the  juggler 

Had  a  magnet  on  his  nose  that  held 

The  cane  that  held  the  plate  that  held 

The  vase  that  held  the  rose 

He  watered  with  a  polka  dotted  sprinkling  can. 

I  shrugged;  but  then  he  laughed 

When  I  applauded  Miss  Arnelle 

Dancing  on  the  tight  rope  ten  feet  off  the  ground. 

Later  1  cheered  wildly  when  she  twirled 

Above  the  center  ring  as  Miss  Trufoli 

Hanging  by  her  teeth  above  the  net. 

The  grand  finale  brought  her  back. 

Miss  Laine,  atop  the  elephant 

Who  waddled  sluggish,  dusty,  round  the  tent 

While  she  waved  a  faded  purple  feather  fan. 

The  morning  after,  I  grabbed  my  gun 

And  marched  back  to  the  field  to  resume  battle. 

The  grass  had  yellowed  where  the  tents  had  bloomed. 

And  elephant  turds  dried  in  the  sun 

Where  cannonballs  had  dropped  to  still  the  war. 

-Jack  R.  Ridl 
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And  standing  amid  the  ruins  of  the  lofty  palace  of  King 
Priam,  Menelaos  espied  his  queen,  Argive  Helen.  Queenly  stood 
sJie,  Iier  robe  of  Tyrian  purple  girt  about  her  waist  with  a  girdle 
of  purest  gold  forged,  it  is  said,  at  the  forges  of  Hephaistos.  Atid 
lo,  the  heart  of  fierce  Menelaos  was  filled  with  Harsh  exultation 
at  tlie  sight  of  Helen  and  he  strode  to  her  with  drawn  sword, 
prepared  to  pierce  her  snowy  throat,  as  does  the  brooding  swan 
pierce  its  own  breast  to  feed  its  young.  But  Helen,  divining  his 
purpose,  knelt,  clasping  his  knees  and  reaching  up  her  arms  to 
him  in  supplication,  saying: 


Alas,  I  feared  it  so. 

Ten  years  of  hatred  take  their  toll  of  thee. 

And  yet,  'tis  just. 

I  do  not  seek  to  stay  the  blow. 

But  I  entreat  thee,  by  the  love  we  shared, 

To  let  me  speak 

Than  shalt  thou  cleave  the  breast 

Where  lies-alas!-my  traitor  heart. 

I  curse  my  beauty, 

That  an  angry  god  did  use  to  blight  my  life. 

Now  dost  my  great  lord  laugh? 

Ah,  yes.  A  matter  for  all  men's  mirth 

That  I,  called  lovely  from  my  birth 

Should  so  revile  that  loathsome  trait 

That  caused  me  pain  and  earned  the  Trojans'  hate. 

For  what  is  beauty  but  a  treasure  grasped 

In  passion's  flame 

And  then  ungently  clasped 

Until  love's  urgency  is  past 

Then  put  aside? 

Would  that  I  had  died 

Ere  I  had  been  first  used  thus. 

'Twas  not  my  soul  caused  thee  to  urge  thy  suit 

Or  Paris  to  rejoice  in  the  loot 

Stolen  from  Sparta. 

I  did  not  cause  the  Danaan  fleet 

To  press  proud  Troy, 

And  my  beauty  is  what  made  these  towers  burn 

What  slew  the  Trojan  princes  in  their  turn. 

Were  I  a  lady  clothed  in  ugliness 

Wouldst  thou  have  laid  this  long  demanding  siege? 

An,  no,  my  liege. 

And  I  have  never  known 

The  friendship,  close  and  warm,  that  should  have  grown 

Of  our  close  contact,  sprung  from  man  and  wife. 

But  I  have  not. 

I  weary  of  this  life 

And  lay  my  breast  bare  to  thy  thirsty  knife. 


So  spake  Helen.  Menelaps  standing  by  noted  her  beauty  and 
her  comeliness  did  melt  his  heart  to  love  for  her,  and  he  did 
sheath  his  sword,  and  with  soft  kisses  and  gentle  murmurings 
did  still  her  weeping.  He  turned  to  the  patient  ships  that  the 
Danaans  had  filled  with  the  gold  of  Troy,  and,  taking  his 
Spartan  queen  by  the  hand,  prepared  to  lead  her  back.  But 
Helen  turned  her  eyes  to  burning  Ilium  and  ivept,  and 
murmured  "Hector"  to  the  silent  night. 

—Diana  M.  Wilder 
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Nothing  Rhymes  With  Orange 


A  silverspoon  and  silver  platter 

closed  my  eyes  to  things  that  matter 

I  never  had  to  click  my  heels 

clasp  my  hands  pray  and  kneel 

Everyday  expecting  meals 

Never  knowing  how  hunger  feels 

Kept  away  from  life  that 's  real 

People  are  taught  to  beg  and  to  steal 

There 's  no  reason  to  read  any  books 

nor  listen  to  the  news  to  sense  they  're  crooks 

They  appear  wherever  one  looks 

Doctors  lawyers  maids  and  cooks 

All  moving  and  stalking  their  various  prey 

Like  animals  starved  for  more  than  a  day 

Brotherhood  has  changed  seen  a  new  way 

a  partner  in  crime  who  splits  the  pay 

My  eyes  have  opened  to  life  that 's  real 

seeing  to  blend  is  to  act  not  feel 

There 's  no  need  of  the  old  handshake 

Unless  it 's  used  for  formality 's  sake 

Nowadays  to  make  a  deal 

You  need  a  signature  and  a  seal 

There  used  to  be  a  time  and  place 

where  man  could  work  and  show  his  face 

Now  his  masks  just  hide  his  disgrace 

What's  become  of  the  human  race 

People  are  dying  to  keep  the  pace 

Raised  in  an  age  long  gone  by 

Taught  not  to  cheat  nor  to  lie 

What  of  the  world  of  which  I  was  taught  and  told 

All  the  honor  has  been  bought  and  sold 

Concern  for  the  ends  and  neglect  of  the  means 

Typifies  man 's  modern  schemes 

Look  at  the  pollution,  prisons  and  wars 

Search  your  souls  and  find  the  sores 

I'm  not  the  first  nor  will  be  the  last 

To  point  our  man  is  slipping  fast 

The  passing  of  time  is  sure  to  prove 

The  gates  of  Hell  are  bound  to  move 

I  squint  and  strain  my  eyes  to  see 

What  little  remains  of  humanity 

Scolded  molded  and  channelled  often 

I  learned  to  weep  for  the  one  in  the  coffin 

But  not  any  tear  I  have  to  shed 

is  for  the  living  not  the  dead. 

—Anonymous 
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To  the  Library  Tower 


Hail  to  thee,  Great  White  Whale 
O  keeper  of  the  secrets  of  the  universe 
We  brandish  our  harpoons,  Ahab-like, 
In  your  honor. 

Hail  to  thee,  Ponderous  Phallic  symbol 
Erect  above  a  university  full 
Of  frustrated  virgins  and  over-worldly  women 
At  this  College  of  Carnal  Knowledge. 

Hail  to  thee.  Mysterious  MonoUth 
We  worship  you  with  bacchanal  dance 
Catered  by  Schlitz  and  Boone's  Farm 
Wlien  Lady  Moon  tops  the  elevator  shaft. 

Hail  to  thee,  greatest  of  mysteries 

O  vertical  stonehenge 

We  (in  our  united  voice)  praise  thee. 


-Marilynn  Byerly 
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Peacetime 


the  aged  asian 

shrugged  off  of  the  soft  shoulders 

of  america  .  .  . 

his  flesh  shrinking  across  time 

toward  the  bone, 

clinging  like  the  slack  cheek  of  a  dog 

around  a  growl 

from  his  gut. 

his  wants  have  the  eyes 

of  his  needs  gaping 

like  empty  mouths 

across  the  land  broken  and  planted 

with  thousands  of  seeds 

rotting  in  coffins  bought  by  america. 


-Tom  Kerr 


Feed  the  tree 

and  trim  the  cat 

It's  Christmas  time 

YIPPEE! 

Put  up  the  painted  people 

Two  Josephs  and 

a  mary 

one  white-winged  rubber  fairy 

three  ogres 

and  an  ox. 

Open  another  box! 

Drink  the  tinsel 

Smoke  the  stars 

Close  your  eyes 

and  fly  to  mars 

with  mary  and  a  shepherd 

WILD! 

I  think  we  lost  the  child. 


—Betsy  Ross 


"Natura  est  mater  mitissimus,  tacite  .  .  . 

Nature  is  the  gentlest  mother; 

Quietly  spreads  her  soft  green  cover 

over  the  dust  of  days  gone  by, 

a  wholly  sloppy  housekeeper.  She, 

seeing  some  dirt,  bends  down  on  one  knee 

and  sweeps  it  under  the  carpet,  on  the  sly 

Careful  with  a  wayward  child: 

Compared  with  men,  her  treatment's  mild. 

Some  men  think  her  moods  have  meaning: 

In  the  spring  she  does  her  housecleaning. 


I  hate,  and  I  love.  You  ask  why  I  do  this? 
I  do,  that's  all  I  know,  and  it  hurts. 
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Memories 


Gusting  winds  and  driving  rain  cut  paths  through  the  trees 

sending  the  madly  swaying  limbs  thrashing  against  my  window 

Hook  through  the  window  into  the  angel  hair  clouds 

anticipating  the  gay  arch  of  a  fresh  rainbow 

that  isn  't  there  anymore,  it  appeared  to  be  a  day-glo  color  sheet 

passing  time  bringing  about  seasonal  changes 

falling  leaves  silvered  with  rain  dance  in  the  rhythmic  wind 

as  they  flitter  past  an  almost  forgotten  moment  comes  to  mind 

springtime  on  the  banks  of  the  Potomac 

April  rains  spraying  pink  cherry  blossoms  with  glitter 

you  and  I  holding  hands  engaged  in  animated  conversation 

you  wanted  to  play  tag  in  West  Potomac  Park 

I  wanted  to  toke  on  a  reefer,  we  compromised 

you  ran  about  pretending  to  climb  on  rainbows 

while  I  stood  under  a  cherry  blossom  and  got  high 

you  said  that  trees  were  winging  a  Joni  Mitchell  song 

I  threw  petals  in  your  hair  and  kissed  raindrops  on  your  forehead 

The  shadows  of  early  evening  crept  down  and  engulfed  the  park 

I  thought  of  the  ancients  sacrificing  vestal  virgins  to  the  river  god 

we  looked  into  that  dark,  dark  murky,  mercury  enladened  flow 

and  I  thought,  "This  is  my  last  moment  alone  with  her  " 

dead  fish  encrusted  with  slimy  algae  washed  upon  the  shore 

their  sudden  intrusion  into  our  lover 's  garden  sobers  me 

I'm  going  away,  leaving  love  behind,  returning  home 

the  rushing  waters  seem  to  be  wailing,  hear  a  dirge 

guilt  wedges  through  our  intimacy,  gaiety  seems  profane  amidst  this  loss 

I  make  mental  notes  of  the  silent  way  the  shadows 

of  doubt  and  despair  bogarted  their  way  into  our  last  moment 

letch  a  picture  into  my  subconscious  of  soft  beauty  of 

your  face  mellowed  by  the  wistful  sadness  in  your  eyes 

too  late  for  anymore  romance,  no  time  to  dine,  dance  and  love 

love  cannot  be  everlasting  but  written  works  can  be  eternal 

these  lines,  free  of  rhyme  and  meter  commemorate  you 

your  role  in  my  life  was  unique,  a  love  that  never  died, 

you  and  I,  Karen,  we  were  the  victims  of  circumstance 

today  years  past  and  never  having  loved  again,  I  sit  sipping 

banana  brandy  from  long,  tall  Looney  Tune  glasses 

searching  for  a  rainbow  from  the  past 


-Jeff  Melvin 
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the  bottomline  bluesman  woefully  moans 
places  and  faces  he's  called  home, 
littered  streets  lowground  roads 
force-fed  bleakness  to  nourish  barren  souls. 

tender  caresses  for  troubled  nights 
in  darkened  doorways  beneath  dim  lights 
misty  blue  madonnas  to  help  against  the  cold, 
for  simple  joys  the  bluesman  moans. 

milltown  schools  where  scholars  search 
passage  away  from  squalor  and  dirt 
and  poor-fathers  drink  to  better  days 
listening  to  the  music  the  bluesman  plays. 

his  paper-thin  pants,  runover  shoes, 
rope  held  guitar  belting  the  blues, 
gravel  voice  husky  and  strong 
putting  hardlife's  misery  into  song. 

"gone  forever  the  trusting  smile; 
worldly  concern  for  a  lost  blue  child, 
gone  forever  the  love  embrace  and 
childhood  memories  of  a  happy  place, 
gone  forever  are  ties  that  bind, 
lost  in  distance,  faded  by  time." 

on  a  black  top  highway  alone 

the  bottomline  bluesman  woefully  moans. 


—Gary  D.  Lilley 
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Mother  Rose 


off  the  highway 
a  run  of  the  mill 
medium 

Mother  Rose  nurses 
her  childien's  needs 
tor  a  relatively  small 
donation 

her  speciality 

rare  readings 

of  even  the  plainest 

palm 


she  makes  her  living 
by  giving  the  future 
a  hand  job 

&  what  comes 

comes 

&  you  fill  yourself 

vnth  what  you  want 

to  hear 

&  let  the  rest  go 

in  one  ear 

&  out  the  other 


"I'm  just  the  medium,"  she  says. 
"You  tell  the  future." 

&  for  all  her 
hocus-pocus  put-on 
&  gypsied  sleight-of-hand 
she  makes  good  fact 
of  bad  fiction 

&  hopes  fate  understands 
that  anything  goes 
when  business  is  slow 


-Charles  C.  Sullivan 


Romance  1977 


I  have  watched  you: 
I  have  explored  the  fingers 
of  your  long-veined  hands, 
as  they  caress  your  guitar 
I  have  traced  your  strength, 
as  it  pulsates  through 
your  perfectly  lithe  body- 
handsome  in  black  clothes 
Now,  you  are  close, 
with  Amaretto  in  hand, 
you  swirl  slowly  and  sip, 
offering  me  a  taste 
Do  that  again  in  slow  motion! 
Your  every  move/word 
is  engraved  upon  my  brain 
like  a  movie-technicolor  3-D 
Feed  back  and  play  back, 
oh,  now  it's  stopped  action! 
An  angel,  a  dancer  in  black 
whirls  me  hypnotically 
in  pleasure,  intoxicated 
with  your  elegant  manners 
and  eloquent  talk 
Move  in  for  a  close  up! 
As  my  eyes  penetrate  you, 
my  calculations  disintegrate— 
I  TOUCHED  YOU! 
Now,  I  want  to  play  you  again 
whether  re-run  movie  or 
temporary /reoccuring  dream 
I  have  felt  you: 
Romance  1977 


—Nancy  Foster 
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A  Silly  Love  Song 


"Come  with  me,  my  handsome  shepherd 

Where  the  morning  dew  is  peppered, 

'Cause  I'm  hot  and  think  a  lot  about  you,  kid. 

In  the  afternoony  twilight, 

In  the  years-of-days-gone-by  light 

In  your  arms  I'll  bring  my  charms  from  where  they  're  hid.  " 


Said  the  shepherd  to  his  lady, 

"Chick,  you're  really  acting  shady. 

Though  you're  charming  and  disarming,  still  I  think, 

That  your  silly  protestations 

And  your  vapid  demonstrations 

While  we're  roaming  in  the  gloaming  really  stink." 


Did  you  read  my  little  sonnet? 

Did  you  think  a  lot  upon  it? 

Was  it  funny  ?  Was  it  sunny  ?  Or  a  bore  ? 

Yes,  I  find  myself  enjoying 

When  I  talk  of  girl—  and  boying 

So  I  think  I'll  run  along  and  write  some  more! 


-Jill  D.  Lovings 
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The  Idiot^s  Game 


He  leans  forward 

with  an  elbow  on  the  bar 

and  says  that  confidentially 

he  is  tired  of  this  idiot's  game 

days  in  and  out 

the  old  and  the  same 

His  voice  becomes  as  distant 

as  the  roar  of  the  crowd 

and  the  TV  screen 

I  am  thinking 

how  true  it  is 

how  the  game 

has  turned  us  around 

over  the  squares  of  dark  and  light 

to  sit  in  another  tomblike  bar 

to  speak  with  voices  as  flat  as  shovels 

of  dollars  and  years  and  the  way  they  spend 

and  how  many  more  black  and  white 

squares  until  the  end  and 

bud,  you're  so  right 

it's  an  idiot's  game,  I  say 

and  close  my  eyes 

on  darkness  and  nausea 


Then  his  voice 

as  light  as  coral 

breaks  the  dark  surface 

and  he  tells  me  he's  heard 

that  with  the  proper  energy 

and  the  proper  incarnations 

we  could  be 

the  summer  birds 

seen  on  the  porches 

of  our  great  grandchildren 

Summer  birds,  I  think 

and  a  girl's  voice 

from  an  unseen  screen 

says  "Toto,  I  just  don't  think 

we're  in  Kansas  anymore." 

I  open  my  eyes 

and  he  laughs 

and  with  a  motion 

as  smooth  as  oil 

lifts  his  glass 

and  swirls  it  around 

and  around 

in  the  light 

—Craig  Miller 
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Trees 


How  they  stand  in  there 

naked  elegants 
Watching  the  blue-grey  easel 

of  a  tired  day 
How  distinctive  they  look 

spattered  about  the  mead 
Some  with  swooping  plumes  as 

a  mark  of  sophistication 
Others  self-pruned  to  symmetrical 

efficiency 

As  they  grow  thicker  their 
distinctiveness  is  lost 

Like  a  pack  of  hunting  wolves 
they  lurk  in  shadows 

Those  with  shallow  roots  soon 

fall  and 
Those  two  inflexible  to  bend 

soon  break 
Some  are  bent  to  new  dimensions 

by  many  storms  and 
Some  stand  straight:  unaffected  as 

the  storms  themselves 

Not  in  the  age  of  these  regal 

statesmen 
Nor  in  that  from  which  they  grow 
Will  they  of  storms  or  reasons  know 


-Richard  Nadeau 
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"Vivamus,  men  Lesbia,  atque  amemtis  .  .  . 

Let  us  live,  my  Lesbia,  and  let  us  love 
without  thought  of  tales  told  by 
the  older  ones  grown  stern. 
The  sun  goes  down  and  then  returns, 
but,  once  our  own  brief  light  flickers  out, 
we  sleep  through  one  eternal  night. 
Give  me  a  thousand,  a  hundred  kisses, 
another  thousand,  a  second  hundred 
and  further  thousands,  hundreds  more, 
and  when  we've  had  many  thousands 
we'll  scramble  them  —  forget  the  score, 
so  that  no  one's  malice  vnll  know  how 
high  the  count  is,  no  one  will  cast 
an  evil  eye. 
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